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The helm the brown-brindled, the byrny beringed,
And the old eoten-sword that erst Onela gave

him;

Were they his kinsman's weed of the war.
Host-fight-gear all ready.    Of the feud nothing

spake he,
Though he of his brother the bairn had o'er-

thrown.

But the host-gear befretted he held many seasons,
The bill and the byrny, until his own boy might
Do him the earlship as did his ere-father.       2621
Amidst of the Geats then he gave him the war-
weed
Of all kinds unnumber'd, whenas he from life

wended

Old on the forth-way.   Then was the first time
For that champion the young that he the war-race
With his high lord the  famed e'er he should

frame:
Naught melted his mood, naught the loom of

his kinsman

Weaken'd in war-tide ; that found out the Worm
When they two together had gotten to come. 2629
Now spake out Wiglaf many words rightwise,
And said to his fellows : all sad was his soul:
I remember that while when we gat us the mead,
And whenas we behight to the high lord of us